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A SHIPPING PARISH

WHAT FACE this shipping parish, shows, to
a stranger I do not know. I was never a
stranger to it, I should suppose it to be
a face almost vacant, perhaps a little conven-
tionally picturesque, for it is grey and seamed.
It might be even an altogether expressionless
mask, staring at nothing. Anyhow, there must
be very little to be learned from it, for those
bright young cultured strangers, admirable in
their eagerness for social service, who come and
live with us, for a time, so that they may under-
stand the life of the poor, never seem to have
made anything of us. They say they have ; they
speak even with some amount of assurance, at
places where the problem which is us is examined
aloud by confident politicians and churclifolk.
But I think they know well enough that they